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Fontarnbleau, 
A Song from that OrzRA, 


_ 


Sung by Mr. Quick, 


| [I 
| A Londres, I was taylor nice, E 
. And work for Lor ſo gay, 5 
He never beat me down my price, 5 
ö But den he never pay; | 
| From Lor I cou'd no money get, 

My Draper wou'*d not ſay; 


So, like my Lor, I run in debt, 
And den I run away. 


Vid trick on card, I pleaſe my Lor, 
He wonder dow I do't. 
And ladies, all, my {kill adore, { 
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Ven cock in glaſs I ſhoot. 8 
De Britiſh guinea I commande 
My pocket to recruit, aw? 
I ſhift it off by flight of ad, * b 5 | 
; Shift off by flight of foot, | 


Now here en France, I have no dread 
For Lor to move my ſhear, 

For heie en France, dey cannot plead 
De privilege of Peer. 

Monſieur, if vou employ a me 
And pretty coat vou'd vear, 

1 little tailleure here I be, 
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